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bndge jumped up a little at one end and
fell sideways into the stream, with splash
and clash and roar and shneks all mingled,
in a thick cloud of smoke. The engineer's
is a useful craft Out from the shelter of
a coppice we charged on that hapless,
defenceless convoy, and at the end of one
wild rush Don Guzman's convoy had
changed its owner.

" Gott t Alva throve on our blood, belike
we shall thnve on his food/' quoth a gruff:
voice in my ear,

" Gaspar I"

"Ay, Gaspar, captain I like a drier
road to heaven than a broken bndge."

"You led him easily?"

" Like a butcher the sheep ! Gott ! he
asked me how to stave off Vermeil/' cried
Gaspar with a laugh.

" Ay, Vermeil is no fool," I answered.

" No, no fool/' grunted Gaspar shortly.
"No-fool"

In truth, Vermeil had done well, and he
brought his men safely across the river,
though by Veermut the current is strong
and the banks steep.